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Nm Sorry | Failed You 


Im sorry | couldnt protect you. Im sorry | wasnt there when you needed me the most. Im sorry for failing you 


Please forgive me. 


Sitting beside the hospital bed, he looked at the broken figure curled beneath the sheets. In the three hours 


he'd been there, Dave hadn't said a word to him. 


The voices of the police officers still spun around his mind. They hadn't used the R word but, from their 
descriptions, and the sadness in their eyes, they didn't need to. When he'd run into the emergency room, 
terrified and desperate for information, the nurses had pulled him to one side. They'd used cold, clinical words. 
"Assault", "superficial wounds", and "strong possibility of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder". They'd refused to 
show him the damage, refused to go into any kind of detail 


When they'd lead him to the small, private room, Taylor had felt his chest compress, throat tightening as 
tears threatened to fall. From beneath the stark, white sheets all he could see was a shock of dark hair and a 


hand with a tube running from the back of it. 


It felt like the world had ended. 


Hunched in the chair, his chin resting on his knees, he continued to watch and wait. He didn't know who else to 
call or who else to tell. The media would be all over it, rabid dogs chomping for a piece the story. Parasites, all 


of them. 


Through the hazy fog in his mind, Taylor tried to formulate a plan. They needed to get away. Needed a place to 


recover. Or at least time to lock themselves in the house and try to forget. 


A cold chill ran down his spine. What if Dave didn't want him in the house any more? What if this drove them 


apart? 


Resting his head against the bed rail, he murmured, "I'm not leavin’. Not unless you want me to." 


The nurses came and went throughout the day, leaving him in to sit and watch. He helped them where he 
could; passing them charts and paperwork, moving tubing out of the way, and holding various trays. Yet he 
didn't want to touch the figure in the bed. It was their choice when they were touched and he had to wait for 


their permission. 


As darkness feel, the nurses draped a blanket over Taylor, giving him small smile as they checked their patient. 
He didn't want to sleep just in case something happened. Didn't want to miss a moment in case he could glean 
some kind of information. Men weren't raped, everyone knew that. Men didn't suffer violence at the hands of 


another. 

A tiny noise came from the bed and he looked up, watching as the sheets rose and fell. Getting to his feet, 
Taylor leaned over the rail to take a closer look. Sniffling, deep breaths, and the sound of someone softly 
sobbing reached his ears. They were sounds which broke his heart, his own eyes misting once more. 


Resting a hand on the pillow, he whispered, "I'm here." 


The body didn't belong to its owner any more. Any ounce of dignity had been stripped away in a moment of 
violence and hate. Why would someone do such a thing? More to the point, who would do such a thing? 


When Dave didn't respond, Taylor slumped back into the chair. It was as though the soul within the dark haired 
man had died. And maybe it had. Maybe there was nothing left of the person he once knew. 


Drawing his legs back to the chair, he wrapped his arms around them and hugged himself. The tears finally 
came, red hot and painful, his voice barely there as he tried to hide his own, pitiful sobs. 


It was another three days before the hospital discharged Dave. In those hours, the only time he'd moved from 


the bedside was to go to the bathroom. Food was a long forgotten memory, and drinks came from the bottles 
of water people left for him. In those hours, Dave had never moved, never looked at him, never spoken, It 
broke Taylor's heart into a million pieces. All he wanted to do was help. Yet the person who needed it the most 


refused to let him in. 


The dark haired man refused to look at him as they left the hospital, choosing to walk with his head down, 
sunglasses covering his eyes. For the first time, Taylor got a look at some of the injuries, cuts and bruises 
covering his lover's face and arms. Two of the fingers on Dave's right hand were taped together and his right 


eye was blackened 

Sitting in the car, he took a deep breath and looked at the shadow of the man beside him. "D?" 
Still no response, the dark haired man just staring straight ahead 

"Im here to help. lil listen. Anythin’ you want, just say.” 


A spark of happiness flared through him as Dave gave him a single nod. 


The house felt like a tomb. It felt empty and devoid of life. From the moment they'd walked through the door, 
Dave had disappeared, hiding himself away in the studio. Taylor slept alone. When he could sleep. Mostly he 
wandered the house, drinking coffee and feeling lifeless. The urge to do anything had left him, dying at the 
exact moment he'd walked into that hospital room. The person he loved the most needed his help and was 


refusing it on every level. 
Anger boiled through him. Anger aimed at whoever had robbed the world of someone so full of life and love. 


The police came and went. Each time they questioned Taylor. And each time he had nothing to say. Each time 
they went into the studio they'd come out stoney faced and silent, leaving with shakes of the head. Each time 
they left, he entered the studio and tried to coax out the man who'd found his safety in its arms. Each time 


Dave refused him, turning his back and ignoring Taylor. He was wasting away, a shadow of his former self. 


Occasionally Taylor heard the thud of drums or the rumble of a guitar. Most of the time he just heard 


silence. A silence so heavy and painful that it threatened to choke him. 


After three long days, he gave up. It was time to break down the walls and start picking apart the barriers. 
With the radio babbling quietly, Taylor stood in the kitchen and cooked. Simple foods. Happy foods. Filling a 
rucksack with crockery, cutlery, napkins, and drinks, he carried the tray of food to the studio. Any other time 


he'd have laughed at the audacity of carrying a backpack full of plates and forks. This time it felt like a rock 
pulling him beneath the waves. 


With a heavy heart, he nudged the door open. The air in the control room was rank, filled with an almost 


deathlike smell. Placing the tray on the table beside the sound desk, he eased the rucksack from his shoulders 
and to the floor. 


The studio wasn't much better, the stench and fear only getting worse. And there, hunched at the heart of all 
their gear, was his lover. Balls of screwed up paper surrounded him, an acoustic guitar lying forgotten beside 


him. His once shiny, dark hair hung in thick, ratty tendrils. 
"De 


The hunched figure didn't even move and Taylor wondered if he was still alive. Quietly he studied the man 
before him, looking for signs of life. When Dave finally took a breath, he relaxed. 


But he couldn't take it any more. Couldn't take the agony of not being able to reach out to the one person who 


needed him. But did Dave need him any more? Or was Taylor now just a memory? 


Taking a deep breath, he rubbed his sweaty palms against his shorts and wandered into Dave's line of sight. He 
didn't know what kind of reaction he was going to get. Or even if he was going to get a reaction. Settling 
himself before Dave, he waited. 


And waited. 


His lover never lifted his eyes from the floor. Never lifted his hands from their place in his lap. The only thing 
he did was breath. Taylor could feel the lump forming in his throat, threatening to choke him and pull him 
under. He wanted to cry, wanted to scream, wanted to know why and how something so traumatic could 


happen, not just to Dave, but to anyone. 
"D? Will you please look at me?" 


He was shocked when he got a response. Dark, empty eyes stared at him, strands of limp hair hanging in front 
of them. The spark was gone from those eyes, chased away by whatever had happened. Feeling his face fall, 
Taylor shuffled closer and held out his hands. 


"| love you," he murmured. "And | don't care what's happened. I'll always love you." 


He watched as Dave swallowed and wondered if the other man was trying to chase off any kind of emotion. He 
wanted to break in to his lover's mind and find out what had happened. Wanted to find the switch which would 
turn the normally happy and excitable man back on But he realised it might be a long and arduous process, 


one which spanned months and years. 


I'm never gonna leave you," he managed to choke out. His throat felt like sandpaper, his voice barely working. 
The emotions of the past days were catching up with him, pounding at his head and his heart. "Never gonna 
leave," he continued. "cause, you know, | promised myself that | wouldn't. You've gone through something and | 
want to help. Please don't lock me out, D, please." 


It was killing him to see Dave in such a state. Never had he seen him so quiet or so still for so long. It was like 


looking at a photograph, one which was staring straight into his soul and searching for some kind of answer. 


"l-I don't know what happened to you, D" He was babbling, desperate for some kind of response. "No one's told 
me anythin’. But | want to help you. You don't have to tell me anything, ever. Just know that I'm always going 
to be here." 


Falling silent, he stared into the dark eyes before him. He noticed a tremble, Dave's lower lip moving ever so 
slightly. Something glinted through his lover's eyes before he shuffled closer and draped his arms around 
Taylor's neck. Tucking his head beneath Taylor's chin, the dark haired man let out a long, low wail. 


The tears came, the heartbreak and pain evident in each shuddering sob. Holding Dave close, Taylor joined him, 
crying until he had nothing left to give. Gently he stroked his lover's back, one hand cradling the back of his 
head as he tried to softly coo. Yet his throat was raw, his eyes sore. All he could do was hold the other man 
and let him know that there was someone who loved him. 


Time stood still in the studio, their sobbing and quiet words being the only sounds to break the silence. It felt 
good to have Dave back in his arms, good to know that, even though something unthinkable had happened, he 
was still wanted. But no matter how much he was wanted and needed, Taylor knew he had to be something 


else. 

Strong. 

He had to be the one who helped them weather the storm. Had to be the one to keep the wolves from the 
door and the vultures from picking their life apart. Because, sooner or later, it was going to come out. And 
anything from the Grohl camp was always big news. 

lm not gonna let them know," he whispered. "The media, they'll never know what happened. We'll fall off the 
face of the fuckin’ planet and, one day, if you want to talk about it, you can. But whatever you say will never 


leave this house. | promise, hand on heart" 


Dave pulled away from him and, for the first time in days, Taylor say the tiniest of smiles dance through his 


lover's eyes and across his lips. 
"Want a drink?" 
Dave's smile bloomed a little more. "I'd love one." His voice was husky, unused for days. 


"Coffee? Beer?" 


The dark haired man shook his head. "Not beer. Never again" 


"Coffee?" 

The smallest of nods. 
"Want to wait here?" 
Another nod. 


Looking toward the door, Taylor gestured to the control room. "Don't know if you're hungry but, well, | cooked." 
He smiled and shrugged, a deep sense of relief beginning to wash through him. "Help yourself." 


Dave's smile grew a little more and, beyond it, he could see the man he used to know beginning to bloom once 


more. 


It started with a coffee. Then it was something to eat. Then it was a shower. Slow, little baby steps which 
brought Dave out his shell. Taylor didn't care that the dark haired man scuttled back to the studio after 
every tiny event. The signs of healing were there and that was all that mattered. 

True to his word, they didn't leave the house. Instead he turned off their cells and unplugged the internet. He 
ignored the intercom, refusing to let anyone in, and kept the television switched off. The only time he left was 
to empty the mailbox, and the single time he turned on his cell was to send a message to the rest of the band 
explaining their absence. The only reason he gave was "a time to reconnect’. No one needed to know anything. 
"lim getting fuckin’ cabin fever." 


The sound of Dave's voice made him jump, the silence of the house momentarily shattered. 


Placing the last of the dishes in the washer, Taylor straightened up and kicked the door shut. "Where do you 


want to go?" 
The dark haired man shrugged. "Anywhere. 

"Somewhere private?" 

A rod. It had taken them three long weeks to get to this point and Taylor wasn't going to turn him down 


"Doesn't matter where we go, people are gonna see us," he softly continued "You sure you want to do that? 


Or do you just wanna hang out by the pool?" 


Dark eyes looked into his own and a flicker of resignation darted across Dave's face. "Yeah," he sighed in reply. 


"You're probably right 


Grabbing a bag, Taylor filled with drinks, towels, sun lotion, and anything else he thought they'd need beside the 
pool. It wasn't that they couldn't come back in to retrieve it. It was that he didn't want anything to disturb 
them. Holding out his hand, Taylor patiently waited until it was taken 


They sat with their feet dangling in the pool, the cool water lapping at their legs. Silently they stared at their 
rippling reflections, occasionally exchanging small smiles. Taylor wanted to know what had happened. Wanted to 
know the details of that fateful night. But they weren't his to tell and he'd know them in time. Keeping his eyes 


on their reflections, he walked his hand over to Dave's and, ever so gently, wrapped his fingers around it. His 


smile widened when Dave didn't flinch away. His heart sang when his lover's fingers wound around his own. 
"That night," Dave softly said. 

"You don't have to say anything." 

The dark haired man's reflection sighed. "I do. | owe it to you." 

"You don't. All you owe me is you getting better." 

A flicker of a smile touched Dave's lips. "No, | do." 

Giving the other man's hand a gentle squeeze, he replied, "You don't have to tell me anythin’ you don't want to. 
And, just so you know, we don't have to do anythin’ you don't want to either. Don't feel like you're under 
pressure or anythin’.” 

Dave's smile widened a litte. "Thanks." 

A silence fell over them. For the first time in weeks, it was one which was lighter and filled with hope. Things 
were getting better, slowly but surely. Taylor felt himself improving, the sense of dread he'd carried ever 
since that fateful phone call melting away to nothing. No longer did he feel that he was a failure. No longer did 
he feel that Dave was going to leave him because he hadn't been there to help. Instead he felt as though he 


was doing the right thing. 


He heard take a deep breath and the reflection in the pool began talking again. "You know | went to that club to 
see that band?" 


"Yeah." 
Dave's reflection licked its lips. "You know what it's fuckin’ like. Everyone wants to talk" Dave's reflection sighed 
and shook its head. "There were these guys who wanted to buy me drinks. | tried to chase ‘em off, really | did.” 


The dark haired man stalled, seeming to search for words. 


Stroking the back of his hand, Taylor murmured, "You don't have to tell me." 


"| do. Gotta get it out" 

The blond man felt himself smile. "Write a song about it." 

For the first time in nearly a month, Dave chuckled. "Might just do that. But you deserve to hear it from me." 
He sighed, eyes returning to the ripples in the water. "| tried to fend them off, but they kept handing me 
drinks. You know what l'm like." 


Taylor smiled. "Yeah, life and soul of the party." 


Another chuckle, one which warmed him to hear. "Yeah. Anyway, yeah, they kept handing me drinks and before 


| knew it, | was-" Dave took a deep breath. 

"Drunk?" he softly pressed. 

His lover's reflection nodded before murmuring, "Yeah, drunk." 

He could feel a lump forming in his throat. He wasn't sure if he wanted to know what had happened. But, at the 
same time, he did. f Dave didn't tell him, he'd tell someone else. And that someone else might not have the 
discretion to keep it quiet. He would. He'd never tell another soul as long as he lived. It would become a secret 
he'd take to the grave. 

"They invited me outside," Dave quietly continued, his reflection looking downcast. "The club was hot and | 
needed the air. We'd been having some awesome conversations and | didn't want them to end. | thought we'd be 


going to the smoking area But. But we didn't." 


Closing his eyes, Taylor tightened his hold on the other man's hand, dreading what he was about to hear. 
"Where did you go?" 


Silence fell over them and, dropping Dave's hand, he shuffled closer and wrapped his arm around the dark 
haired man's shoulders. Dave sniffled and rested his head against Taylor's. 


"We. We went to the alley by the club." 


Taylor could feel his heart growing heavy, as though he could see straight into his lover's mind. Could see 
everything that had happened in those moments. 


"There were six of them," Dave quietly continued. 
Taking a deep breath, he tightened his hold on the singer, fingers stroking along his upper arm. 


"| love you, T" 


"I know you do. | love you, too. More than you'll ever know." 

‘lm sorry." 

He couldn't stop the tears as he shook his head. "It's not your fault. Itll never be your fault. You don't have to 
be sorry for any of this. They're the ones in the fuckin’ wrong, not you. They're the ones who should be 


apologising, not you. Don't ever fuckin’ think that you have anythin’ to be sorry for. ‘cause you don't." 


Arms slid around his waist, the singer tucking his head beneath Taylor's chin. He returned the gesture, holding 


Dave close as their sadness and grief returned. 

"T-They pinned me against the wall." 

"You don't have to continue," he said, sadly. 

"| do!" Suddenly there was a note of urgency to Dave's words, his voice cracking from the emotion "I have to 
get it out ‘cause it's killin’ me. And if its killin’ me then eventually it'll begin to poison what we have. And | don't 
want that to happen" 

He fell silent, his fingers working over the waves of soft, silky brown hair. 

"They pinned me to the wall. One of them had his hand over my mouth." Dave stopped and took a few 
shuddering breaths. "| tried to fight. | did. But it didn't stop them. They hit me. Then they." Another pause and 
another shaking breath. "Then they raped me." 

Hearing the words come from Dave's lips was the most painful thing he'd ever been through. Not even his own 
dance with death and addiction was anywhere near as harrowing as hearing his loved one admit to being held 


down and taken by force. Nothing could have prepared him for those words. 


‘I'm sorry," Taylor heard himself say. "lm so, so sorry. This shouldn't have happened. Shouldn't happen to 
anyone. If there's anything | can-" 


"Just be you," Dave murmured. "Always be you. Don't change ‘cause of this. | need you to be you! 
He felt himself smile. "Can do. 

"T, can you do one other thing for me?" 

"Sure. Anything’ 


"Kiss me." 


Grinning, he felt hope begin to rise once more. Hope which had died a cold and painful death the moment the 
police called. Cupping Dave's face in his hands, he rested his forehead against his lover's and stared into his 
eyes. In them he saw the glimmer of the man he knew slowly returning. With a soft sigh, he gently kissed 


Dave, eyes always on his. They'd survived this and they'd survive far, far more. 


Epilogue 


Taylor was so proud of Dave. So very proud. What the singer had done had taken courage even Taylor was 
sure he couldn't summon up. It had taken a while but finally Dave had gone to the police and, through DNA 
recovered during his time in hospital, and footage from the club, they were able to identify and charge four 


men. The men gave up the names of the two missing members of the group in exchange for a lesser sentence. 


It was never not going going to be a media circus and Dave bravely endured the trial, Taylor standing proudly 
beside him through each, terrifying moment. 


Yet his lover had turned the attack to his advantage. He'd continued to do the round of chat shows, radio 
programs, and print interviews, helping to highlight the problem of male rape. He'd spoken to charities and was 
a part of one himself. He'd told Taylor about it, about being able to get the pain out, about being with others 
like himself, before he stepped behind closed doors to help others who'd been through the same horrific ordeal. 
Often he'd returned tired and drained but with a sense of love and pride for those who were finding the 
courage to stand up to their attackers. Often it brought tears, not just to Dave, but to Taylor as well. The 


healing was slow but, one step at a time, they were getting there. 


It was eight months after everything began that Dave crawled into bed and looked at him with those wide, doe 
eyes. Taylor could still remember the night. Could still remember the warmth he felt as Dave softly asked him 
if they could make love. They'd cried, they'd laughed, but, finally, they were once more together as one. 


Sometimes the race you're running isn’t the longest, nor the hardest. Sometimes others endure far more yet give 
nothing away. These are the ones who show the world exactly what they are made of and make the planet a 
better place for all of us Yet sometimes they stumble and fall They survive to remind us that we're all on this 
planet for a purpose. That we're all here, fo destroy one another, but to care and to love. 


